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72 The Conquest of CANADA: Or,

Forgetting the (hon Refpite of his Woe.
Wounded you faid !—and flain I fear— [weeping]

cou'd he

Not write to me ?

Geni, His Wrifl: was broken. Madam.
Soph. He hr.d a Tongue ! — [fii^^^g] His Se-

cretary then

Could write.—— l.'^Jide*

He makes fuch vain Evafions, furely my
Son is loft. [weeping]

^0 him. Will you go in and flay Dinner with us ?

Let me know the worit, I beg Sir ; — for this

Anxiety is infufferable !
— [Exeunt,

Sophia y^/tf, in Sophronia'j Parlour,

Enter to her a Servant,

Madam, my Miftrefs will wait on you imme-
diately. [Exit,

Sophia fola. A Gloom hangs on the Countenancf
of all

I meet here, and with a fatal Prefage

Fills my Soul.—Be ftill my Heart,—nor pine at

The Decrees of Fate : Now fummon all thy

Refolution, to hear th* unwelcome Tale,

From vvhence to date the ilira of thy Grief.

Enter Sophronia.

Sophia. Madam, I took the Liberty to wait

On you, in Hopes of having the Pleafure

To wifh you Joy of your good News from Quebec,

Soph, Vm oblig*d t' ye Madam, for this friendly

Vifit,—but have no room to hope for Joy,

[Sophia aftde,] Has (he no room :o hope for

Joy ! — then what
Have I to fear ! [figbing, ]

To her. Pray, Madam, what Intelligence arriv'd ?

Soph. 1 have nor feen the Gentleman who brought

Th* Lxprels, nor received a Letter, but 1

Have


